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Macbeth goes through a bath of blood and ends with a
commentary on life that it is an idle tale full of sound and
fury without any meaning. Othello kills his wife, kills him-
self and makes a complete hash of it all because a jealous
villain worms himself into his confidence and plays on his
weakness. Consider the condition in which these men are,
tied into knots, seized by certain impulses which bind their
movements, paralyse their powers of resistance and thought.
They desire to struggle with the darkness that has fallen on
their souls but the very stars in their courses seem to be
fighting against them. They seem to be driven to their
destruction. We find these terrible and yet acknowledge
them to be sublime. Macbeth, Hamlet and Othello impress
us not by their difference from us but by their likeness to us.
Through these great tragedies Shakespeare impresses on us
the unity of the human soul and its emotions behind the
diversity of our ideas and customs. We are one in our
emotional life, whether we have a white face like Hamlet or
a black one like Othello. Great literature is the bond that
connects man with man. In the pure atmosphere of creative
imagination, man-made frontiers lose their meaning and the
wounds of the heart are cleansed. The world is neither to
be enjoyed nor endured but understood and re-created.
The primary purpose of literature is not to beguile hours
of leisure or stimulate a refined enjoyment: its calling is mere
serious and its object is to inspire and elevate man. Litera-
ture may not effect individual conversions or start social
revolutions, but it changes the condition of our conscious
being, it alters the configuration of our mind. The rhythmic
power of words breaks down resistance, suspends criticism
and makes the rnind receptive to the artist's vision of truth.
There enters into our nature something tranquil and elevating,
a revelation of truth which lifts the mental into the spiritual.*
A thing of beauty refines and purifies us even without our
knowing it. The insight of the seers is truth-filled. The
makers of great literature are the truth bearers, rtambhara
* Cf. Keats: " We hate poetry that has a palpable design upon
us. Poetry should he great and unobtrusive, a thing which enters into
one's soul. " Poems of John Kwtst edited by E, de Selincourt (1926).
p. xxx.